And in a quick disordered stream, appalled.

The Mogul rout began. Sure-footed, swift

The hostile strength pursued, Suryaji first

Shouting aloud and singing to the hills

A song of Ramdas as he smote and slew.

But Shivaji by Baji's empty frame

Stood silent and his gaze was motionless

Upon the dead. Tanaji Malsure

Stood by him and observed the breathless corpse,

Then slowly said, "Thirty and three the gates

By which thou enterest heaven, thou fortunate soul,

Thou valiant heart. So when my hour arrives,

May I too clasp my death, saving the land

Or winning some great fortress for my lord,"

But Shivaji beside the dead beheld

A dim and mighty cloud that held a sword

And in its other hand, where once the head

Depended bleeding, raised the turban bright

From Baji's brows, still glittering with its gems,

And placed it on the chief's. But as it rose

Blood-stained with the heroic sacrifice,

Round the aigrette he saw a golden crown.

THE END
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